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in the church. A great pillar divides it, resting on a base
of writhing serpents carved there so decoratively in the
stone, while on the beautiful and strange capital you find
again among other reliefs the Adoration of the Kings,
Of the cloisters themselves, for the most part of very
pure Romanesque work, it is difficult to speak; they are
too lovely to describe in the dead technical terms that
mean almost nothing to us, that can but shadow forth
even to the architect the mere skeleton of a thing living
and flushed with delight In the midst is set a beautiful
garden where the cypress, the ilex, the palm, and the
oleander clothe the place with various green, while in the
midst a fountain plays, scattering its song.
Wherever you may go in Tarragona, to S. Pablo or to
the deserted plaza outside the city, where the walls of
Cyclopean and Roman work are so marvellously strong,
or to the Paseo de S. Clara, where after all you find your-
self most often of all, since the sea is there so spacious
and splendid, and the sky so wonderful with clouds, a
remembrance of that quiet serene cloister colours all
your thoughts, so that even in so dilapidated a city, a
city really built out of ruins, just falling into ruin itself,
a city of the hills by the sea that is always changing,
where even from day to day the rocks are being eaten
away, the ruins themselves are being destroyed, it is ever
a remembrance of something precious, something that is
old and still beautiful, that haunts you, as Oxford might
haunt one in the midst of London, after but a few days
spent within the shadow of her towers. And it is really
just such a beautiful representative of the whole kingdom
of such things that is needed to keep one from being
over sorry at the mere brutality of much here: the life of
the port, for instance, or that prison which like a white
cenotaph, horrid with the injustice, or at any rate the
mere hatred of punishment, shines and shines so callously